THE SOUTHERN OCEAN

unmanageable with two men. For'ard the fore-
deck was continuously awash, and feet of water
lay to lee. Some of it found its way into the
fo'c'sle; one heavy sea which came right over the
whole length of her found an open skylight into
the galley and descended upon the cook. The
same sea washed the man from the lee wheel.
What did it matter ? The wind was fair, and we
had a lot of leeway to make up. " Drive her,
sailor," we said; " drive her till the lee side
smokes hot flush with the water, till the yardarm
of the foreyard to lee rakes the sea with its roll,
till she ships them green along the length of her,
till we have four men to the wheel, if you like, if
only she flies on! Drive her, sailor/' we said;
" she can stand it!"

But could she stand it ?   Up to a point, maybe ;

but only so far and no farther.   In the evening

the captain told the mate to snug her down for

the night,  and we took the t'gallant-stays'ls

off her.   But not very much later the roar of

blown-out canvas aloft told us she should soon

have to take in a little more than that.   We did.

The  night  came  down  quickly,  black and

threatening.   The sky was heavily overcast, and

there was a new and louder note in the moaning

of the wind around the rigging screws; the sea

was rising steadily and the barometer going down

alarmingly; the wind increased each hour, until

it blew so hard, and the ship lay over so much,

that it was almost impossible to stand on deck.

The pitching of the ship in the big sea, and her

quivering now and then, did not add to the ease

of keeping upright on her decks, nor did the water

that continuously fell upon them from either side.